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	1. Chapter 1

**Hey guys, Omega here for another Halo story. Before we begin, I just want to let you know what's gonna happen with some elements in the story; first, I'm basing Cortana's appearance off the Halo 3 version, not the Halo 4. Second, I'll be accepting 4 OCs for the next chapter, and I'll leave the criteria down at the bottom, and you can PM or review your submissions. Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>John-117 a.k.a. Master Chief stared out the window of Cairo Station at Earth, watching as white clouds hovered over the blue and green surface. Ever since the events on Requiem and the Didact's defeat, his mind plagued him with memories of Cortana, her image burned into his thoughts every waking moment. He couldn't believe she was gone, wouldn't believe; he expected her voice to reassure him that she wasn't gone and then tease him for worrying, but there was only silence.<p>

Heavy footsteps approached from behind, but the Chief didn't turn until a large armored hand tapped him on the shoulder. It belonged to his fellow Spartan-II Maximus-118, 8 feet tall when in his prototype blue/silver MJOLNIR Powered Assault Armor that had a similar appearance to the Air Assault variant, though his helmet was fused with a Forerunner artifact that he obtained from a mission that cost the life of another Spartan. He wore the two Magnum pistols that belonged to that Spartan, along with a 6-foot-long odachi sword, which was basically a katana on steroids, a smaller shoto knife, and his favorite Spartan Laser with the motto of his home state etched into the side, "Live Free Or Die."

"Hey, John," Max said, but John detected a hint of interest in his best friend's tone, "Fleet Admiral Hood wants us to report on the bridge, and by the way he said it, it's somethin' in the high priority range."

He said nothing, just nodded as he followed the larger Spartan to a nearby lift. The two marines guarding the door to the bridge snapped their hands up in a salute before admitting them in. Terrance Hood stood at the observation deck and, to Chief's surprise, talking with the Arbiter and another Elite he didn't recognize. That one, clad in white Ascetic Harness, just listened to the conversation patiently, but his reptilian eyes held the hardened gaze of a soldier, and by the two energy swords on his belt, he was someone to be reckoned with.

Hood heard the two super soldiers enter and paused mid-sentence to turn to them. Both threw their hands up in salute, and the Fleet Admiral returned it with an, "At ease, gentleman. Chief, you're one lucky son of a bitch to be still standing after all the hell the universe's decided to give you over the recent events."

"Thank you, sir," John replied politely, and the Arbiter chose to speak, "It is good to see you again, Master Chief, and a pleasure as well to meet the one who annihilated the last of the Brute's ragged military on their homeworld."

The last part was directed to Max, who rubbed the back of his helmet sheepishly, "Stop it, you're making me blush."

"Alright, gentlemen, now that we've said our hello's it's time we get down to business," Hood interjected, "Master Chief, you and Max have logged some extensive battle time with the Storm Covenant, and although they don't have the strength of the old Covenant, they're still a serious threat."

He gestured to the two Elites, "The Sangheili Council and the United Nations, in response to this, have voted for a squad of the most talented soldiers in our militaries to be created. This team will handle the worst and most significant assignments in order to bring the Storm down for good. Chief, I'm promoting you to squad commander, and you'll have Max as your XO."

The Spartans looked at each other, and Max chuckled before giving John a mock salute, "I'll watch your ass real close, _commander_." He loaded the title with sarcastic humor, only to earn a cocked eyebrow from the Admiral, "I wasn't finished, 118. As a way of showing our Sanghelli allies we value them, we let them name your new team, and we're also putting one of their finest on the roster."

He gestured to the second Elite, who gave a small bow of his head, "My name is Vel 'Mdama. I am honored to fight alongside you, Spartans, to vanquish the scum who wish to shatter our alliance."

"'Mdama, huh? Any relation to the Storm Covenant commander who nabbed Halsey?" Max questioned, and Vel bowed his head further in the Sangheili equivalent of shame, "The traitor was my maternal uncle, but blood ties will not hinder my abilities; I while kill him myself, if need be."

"Welcome to the team," John nodded at their new teammate, "But we can't really go on-mission without knowing our designation, Admiral."

The Arbiter's mandibles spread into what looked like a smile, "The Council and I agreed on the most suitable title for you: The Vanguards, a fitting name for the defenders of our collective peoples. Lord Hood also asked me to tell you that you will find the rest of your squad in briefing room A3, and to wait there for further instruction."

"Best get going, Vanguards. Dismissed," Hood then returned the salute he received from the Chief, Max, and Vel before they turned and went back to the lift.

* * *

><p>"Wonder who else got picked for this gig," Max mused half to himself, and John gave a tiny shrug, "If this squad's as important as Hood says, we'll only be getting the best."<p>

When they reached the third level, they passed rows of doors with various labels until they got to the one that was marked "BR-A3", and from the chatter of voices drifting from it confirmed that the rest of the squad was already assembled. Chief pushed the entry button and he and his two companions walked through the sliding doors.

* * *

><p><strong>Submissions are closed.<strong>


	2. Chapter 2

**Before the story begins, I'd like to acknowledge those who sent in their OCs that made it into this story; LeonLink, lolperson2, PersonKiller15, and Dynasty56. Thanks for your fantastic characters, and I apologize to those who sent in OCs but weren't chosen. Thank you for taking the time to send me your ideas, and I value everyone who decides to read my stories ;).**

* * *

><p>Lieutenant Marshall "Odysseus" Grant was hard at work cleaning his BR85HB SR Battle Rifle, waiting along with the rest of the Vanguards for their CO to arrive. The Spartan IV had his Reach-Variant Recon helmet off and laying next to him, revealing lightly tanned skin and metallic grey eyes under a mess of short black hair. His armor consisted of two parts, the chest plate, arms, and gauntlets being the MJOLNIR Enforcer type, while his leggings and boots were Venator. The color scheme was blood red as the primary color, with black as the secondary.<p>

An ODST in full black/silver Battle Dress Uniform was taking a nap on the conference room seats a couple feet away from Grant, using his rucksack as a pillow. Grant couldn't see any name tags on him, just a cross-swords symbol on his right shoulder with his rank displayed underneath, showing he was a Lance Corporal.

Probably the most interesting member of the squad was the Sanghelli female Ventum 'Vadaam in the corner who kept switching her crimson energy sword on and off. Grant found the feminine side of the Elite coin peculiar, because although she retained the basic features of her species, like the mandibles, long neck, feline eyes, four-fingered hands with double thumbs, blunt nose, and double-jointed legs. However, she kept her mandibles together in an imitation of a Human mouth, that combined with her brilliantly red hair going down a little past her shoulders and decidedly curvaceous form underneath the grey-black Zealot armor gave her an eerily Human appearance.

Interestingly, Ventum had defected to the UNSC 10 years before the Great Schism for unknown reasons, and had been able to achieve the rank of Sergeant, the triple bars posted underneath her wolf emblem evidence of that. Instead of using Covenant weapons, Ventum was armed with a DMR and an SMG.

The door to the conference room slid open, and Grant and the others immediately came to attention, though the ODST needed a sharp kick for him to follow suit. Surprise and excitement filled the room when the legendary form of Master Chief John-117 entered, followed by the even larger Max-118 and the second Elite member of the squad.

"At ease," The Chief said, and as soon as everyone was back in their seats a feminine voice laced with a British accent piped up, "Excuse me, sir, but I got a question."

All eyes turned on one of the other Spartan-IVs in the squad, Alice Worthington, who was balancing a knife on one finger. Her Venator helmet was off as well, so everyone could see her short brown hair and eyes, but kept her grey/red armor with an ironic Vanguard chest plate and scout leggings. A M45D Tactical Shotgun was attached to the magnetic clip on the back. Another veteran of the Requiem Campaign, her skill in fighting Elites and Prometheans hand-to-hand had impressed even the Chief, making her the resident assassin.

Alice sheathed the knife and scanned the room with her eyes, "I've been studying everyone here, and I've noticed that we have two Elites, three Spartan-IVs, a couple of Spartan-IIs, a Spartan-III, and a lazy ODST. If the UNSC and the Separatists wanted to create the ultimate squad, why not use some of the surviving Spartan-IIs, if you factor in strength, speed, and pretty much every other combat statistic."

The ODST, who his former squad referred to as the Rookie, didn't look like he was fond of Alice's assessment of him.

Max let out a low chuckle, "You're not the first to think that Twos would be ideal, and I bet a lot of war scholars would agree with ya. But because Spartan-IIs are put in the front lines and take the worst of the shit storm, we have a tendancy to die when our luck runs out, and Hood wants to keep as many of us alive as possible if things get really bad. For the Vanguards, I bet they wanted experience instead of super-soldiers."

"Still makes me uneasy," Alice grumbled, and the last Spartan-IV of the group Joel Winnfield, Captain Second Grade, replied, "Take it easy, Lieutenant; consider yourself lucky that you got picked for such an important post."

Winnfield, like John and Max, preferred to wear his black/green Commando armor most of the time, and not much was known about him, other that was a former ODST and served with distinction alongside the Chief during the attack on New Mombasa, signing up for the Spartan-IV program afterwards. His personnel file said he was as skilled a tactician as he was with a DMR, and he was pretty damn good with one, too. He was strangely friendly for a battle-hardened soldier, but that didn't hinder his performance.

The last member of the squad was Spartan-B312, made famous by his actions on Reach but still thought KIA by most UNSC personnel and the general public. He was rescued from Zealots by a squad of ODSTs who'd also recovered Kat-B320, who miraculously survived a round through the head, and escaped in a Longsword. He wore a Mark V[B]helmet with UA Attachment, Commando left shoulder plate, FJ/PARA right shoulder plate, Tactical/LRP chest piece, UA/Buckler wrist armor, FJ/PARA knee guards, a gold visor, and silver as primary color and steel as secondary color.

John turned to him and extended his hand, "Good to meet you, Noble Six."

Six flinched as the desgination reminded him of his former team, but recovered and shook the outstretched hand, "The same, Master Chief."

After introductions were made, the room settled into a long and pregnant silence, until Grant broke it with a question, "Uh... what do we do now?"

The speaker on the wall crackled to life, and a gruff voice barked, ~_Vanguards, report to Hanger Bay 1 for mission assignment and briefing!_~

"You heard 'im, ladies, move it!" Max boomed for John, and those who didn't have their helmets on put them back on and grabbed their weapons, ready to receive their first mission as Vanguards.


	3. Chapter 3

A 15 minute march and a lift ride brought the Vanguards to Hanger Bay 1. The large room was usually home to inter-fleet transports, as evidnced by the few present, but that wasn't what made it so important; a GA-TL1 Longsword-class Interceptor sat in the middle of the hanger floor, its jet black hull reflecting the over-head lights. A team of human and Huragok Engineers were swarming in and around the fighter, making last-minute adjustments before it was combat ready.

A burly middle-aged colonel was watching the work with hands clasped behind his back, and turned at the sound of the squad approaching with a grunt, "There you are, Hood's newest 'elite' squad. I'm Colonel Handerson, and I'm in charge of everything that has to do with the Vanguards; mission briefing, resources, you name it. You'll be reporting to me after every mission for debriefing. Understood?"

"Yessir!" Everyone said except for the Rookie, who nodded his affirmative. The colonel then motioned for them to follow before entering the Longsword, all the while saying, "The grease monkeys have been workin' for months to make this bird capable of handling intense combat scenarios without the support of other Longswords or a fleet; prototype twin plasma-nuclear fusion thrusters with counter-grav emitters for landings and take-off; expanded storage to hold more ammunition and crew; a compliment of two Warthogs, two Mongoose ATVs, and a Booster Frame for anything that requires a little more firepower; and the most important feature, a Shaw-Fujikawa Translight Engine to get you in the field."

Handerson had shown them each part he was talking about while they made their way to the cockpit. The door leading to it slid open so a Grunt with light blue armor could walk through, humming to himself. When he saw the group coming he snapped to attention, though he let out an excited, "Sirs!"

"Er, what's a Grunt doin' here, Colonel?" Alice asked, and the reply was, "Hmm? Oh, this's Private Kawak, a recent recruit. You don't know how many Grunts came running to join the UNSC after the Schism, so we decided to give 'em menial duties before having them fight. That's where Kawak comes in; he'll keep the ship and weapons clean, the vehicles tuned, and the armor shiny while he watches how the professionals do their job. And another thing, everyone calls him Chewy around here."

This time it was Max who asked, "Why's that?"

He was surprised when the hard-faced officer actually grinned, "After his favorite movie character, the Wookie from Star Wars."

After Handerson dismissed Chewy they entered the cockpit, which had been expanded to accommodate ten crew members and included a holo-tub between the pilot and co-pilot seats.

"Now that you've taken the tour of your fighter, it's about time you get your first mission assignment," He fired up the holo-tub and brought up an image of lush jungle planet with only two small oceans, "We received a coded UNSC distress call from an unnamed planet in Sub-Sector 35. Although we couldn't determine what made the signal due to solar interference, we were able to find the planet it came from and conduct lone-range surveillance."

Six broke his characteristic silence to put in, "Sir, you may already know this, but Sub-Sector 35's largely unexplored and ships disappear regularly when they enter it, even in Slipspace. It also used to be a Covenant supply route, so why wouldn't this be bait to reel in and eliminate our ships?"

"We thought the same thing, Six, which is why you're being deployed to investigate. There could be something of value there, Vanguards, maybe even give us more of a lead on the Stormies. The coordinates are already logged into your nav computer, so I'll get off this bird and let you do your job."

He gave them a salute before striding out of the Longsword, leaving them in an awkward silence. Finally Alice asked what everyone else was thinking, "All right. who's gonna fly this thing?"

All heads turned to Six, who felt a little nervous under the attention, but silently climbed into the pilot's chair while the Chief sat next to him in the co-pilot seat. Six made pre-flight checks and conversed with the traffic controller while the rest of the team took their seats, though Vel shifted every few minutes awkwardly in a seat that wasn't built with 7-foot-tall aliens in mind. Chewy scurried in and secured himself in his chair, obviously excited. The controller gave them the all-clear, and the Longsword lifted off the bay floor and edged out into space.

"Prepare to enter Slipspace," Six activated the translight engine and a ragged hole appeared in front of the ship, and disappeared after it had entered.

* * *

><p>"It's going to take us an hour to get to our destination." Six said matter-of-factly, and John turned to his squad, "Find something to pass the time, people."<p>

Max, Grant, and Ventum immediately made for the weapons locker, which held Covenant as well as UNSC weaponry. Max grabbed one of the two M739 SAWs and stashed some of its drum magazines, while Grant picked out two SMGs and Ventum chose the familiar design of a Covenant Carbine. Alice found the vehicle bay and performed basic inspection on all of them while Chewy made himself sick from spinning on a Warthog turret.

After half an hour, the Chief's voice came over the intercom, "Hold on to something, squad, we got incoming fire. Prepare for evasive maneuvers!"

"We're in Slipspace, how can we be-" Grant's exclamation was cut off when the Longsword pitched hard to the left, throwing him into a nearby bulkhead. Max grabbed him and made for the cockpit when the ship righted itself. Alice and Chewy had been trapped in the vehicle bay, and the Grunt reported frantically that the Spartan-IV had suffered a concussion and was unconscious. Winnfield and the Rookie went to help, and returned with both members in tow. The Rookie laid Alice in her seat before getting into his own, and just in time, as Six executed a barrel-roll to avoid a laser round.

"What the hell's shootin' at us?!" Max yelled over the explosions of near-misses, and John answered, "Unknown, but it could be Forerunner; what else could destroy ships in Slipspace? Six, how far are we from the planet?"

"I had to divert power to the engines, so we'll reach it in half the time the nav projected, that's if we live long enough to get there."

As soon as the words left his mouth, a tremor more violent than the rest rocked the ship. A klaxon wailed and Six brought up a status report from the ship's computer, "Engines took a direct hit, losing power in all propulsion and weapons systems. We have to exit from Slipspace while we still have some power left or we'll drift in limbo forever."

A portal opened up and the Longsword plunged out into normal space. A planet swathed in emerald lay ahead, cyan colored clouds adding to the jewel-like appearance. Unfortunately the Vanguards couldn't enjoy it for long; they'd been captured by its gravitational field, and were being pulled into its atmosphere. In its current state, the ship couldn't escape the field and its occupants could only pray they didn't burn in the entry.

The hull turned a cherry red and vibrations rattled them in their seats as Six grappled with the controls to put them at the right angle for an emergency landing. The giant alien trees of a temperate forest raced up to meet the Longsword, one shearing off a wing as the fighter slammed into the ground and carving a crater several meters long before coming to a rest. The impact had thrown the Vanguards against their harnesses, and the forest grew quiet again.

"...Ugh ...Vanguards, sound off," The Chief ordered, and a chorus of groans answered. Ven undid her restraints and went to go check on the engines, returning after a few minutes to report, "The primary and auxiliary engines are shot to hell, and we're leaking coolant by the bucket-full. FTL's still intact, though, not like it's gonna do shit with nothing to get off this rock."

John nodded and turned to Six, who was trying to bring any of the ship's systems online, but with little success, "Well, we're on the planet we need to be on, and maybe whatever's transmitting the SOS has the parts to repair the Longsword. Six, take the Booster Frame and scout ahead, the rest of the Vanguards will see what we can salvage before heading out."

Max and Vel accompanied Six to help get the Frame out. It took their combined strength to pry open the vehicle bay doors to get enough space for the Frame to exit. Six flew off with a roar of engines, and the rest of the squad prepared for the inevitable trek through the misty alien jungle.

* * *

><p><strong>Sorry this took so long to update; I'm a busy guy. The next chapter'll come up soon, so like, fav, and review if you want more!<strong>


	4. Chapter 4

Grant applied the last of the bandages to a revived Alice's head and helped her up. His fellow Spartan-IV was showing all the signs of a concussion, vomiting shortly after coming to a few minutes prior. The Chief watched on silently, hoping he wasn't going to start losing men - or in this case women - on their first assignment. He set up a com channel with Max and asked for a report.

The voice of his XO was meshed with the static of solar interference as he replied, "Both of the 'Hogs are fine and outside the ship, but a Mongoose got flattened and the other has a busted hydraulics valve; the Rookie's almost finished with it, so we should be ready to roll when Six finds our objective."

"Copy that," John chimed up Six now that he was thinking about it, "Six, how's it looking in the air, over?"

"Scanner's are useless, sir, gotta rely on line-of-sight, and that's taking time. I'll report back when I find something, over."

Inwardly, John was pleased with the efficiency his squad was displaying, but that only lasted for a second. There would be time for credit later, after they completed their mission. He motioned for Grant to bring Alice and follow him outside to the others. Everyone was doing something to further improve their situation; Max was on top of the ship using his Forerunner tech-enhanced HUD to scan the perimeter, while Chewy and Winnfield prepped the vehicles. Ventum did inventory on the ration packs that survived the crash, while the Rookie remained in the vehicle bay to work on the Mongoose.

Then Master Chief discovered that Vel was absent. He was about to question his fellow Spartan-II on the matter when the missing Elite yelled from the other side of the Longsword, saying he found something.

John, Grant, and Ven found the other Vanguard kneeling beside a raised mound of dirt that came to about his shin, white bits of thin material scattered around a pit in its center. It was only when they got closer that they realized they were egg shells, and Vel was studying an egg nearly intact, save for the ragged hole in its side, clutched in his hands. The Sanghelli warrior sniffed at it, then narrowed his eyes.

"These hatched recently, perhaps in the area of a couple standard weeks," He gestured to a set of multiple three-toed tracks leading off into the forest, "A brood of seven, and by the slender shape of the eggs, the hatchlings were that of a reptile, not a serpent or a bird. There are no larger tracks, which can be assumed that the parents do not care for their young after birth, leaving them to their own devices."

Ven put a hand on the footprints while Grant asked, "Wait, if this is a breeding ground for some type of lizard... does that mean we're disturbing the nests?"

Almost as if in answer, the ground gave a tiny shake accompanied by a dull sound in the distance, disturbing a pool of water with ripples. The sound-tremor came again a few seconds later, and repeated itself in an unmistakable pattern. Max whirled on his perch, trying to find the source, but the thick tree growth prohibited his view to the small clearing made by the crash. The Chief ordered defensive positions as the sound intensified.

A tree groaned and fell off to Max's right, and he turned to see something that he shouldn't have ever been able to see. Two long, grey colored bipedal creatures standing at 13 feet with tiny arms and thick heads with a row of sharp, steak knife-sized teeth lining their jaw. The larger of the pair raised its head in a deafening roar that chilled the Vanguards to the bone.

"Dinosaurs, they're friggin' _dinosaurs_!" Winnfield breathed in disbelief. And not just any dinosaurs; Tyrannosaurus, the king of the Cretaceous period. The fact that extinct super-reptiles were living on this planet dumbfounded everyone, but the spell was broken when they converged on the Longsword. They sank their teeth into the wreck like it was a large injured prey animal, tearing sections away savagely. Max's training kicked in and he reacted, leveling his SAW at the bigger (he guessed female) T-Rex and unloading its payload. Fire spat from the muzzle and blood sprayed as the weapon chewed into the dino's eye.

The result was the Tyrannosaurus swinging its massive head and knocking him down in front of Vel, who dragged Max clear as he fired with his Plasma Rifle. The smaller male snarled at the little beings that hurt its mate and tried biting Chewy in half, the Grunt barely dodging in time and panicking.

"Keep them away from the Longsword!" John ordered. A game of Cat and Mouse ensued; when the T-Rexes went after one Vanguard, another was behind them and shooting them with weapons that didn't pierce their thick hides, but did sting and enrage them. Max recovered from the hit he took and switched to his Spartan Laser, firing a beam ahead of the male to keep it away from Grant and Alice.

John fired bursts from his MA5 as he yelled, "Winnfield, you and me are going to get the Warthogs, we're leaving!"

The black and green armored Spartan nodded and added his DMR to the Chief's attack as they headed for the 'Hogs. The female narrowed her one good eye and gave chase, teeth ready to snap closed on them. Suddenly the Rookie came out on the Mongoose, gunning past the dinosaur and blaring the ATV's horn. The female, unable to resist this loud new prey, chased him instead, buying his squad mates time to start the other vehicles.

Another laser fired from Max's weapon, bringing down a massive branch directly above the male. Although it was smaller than its mate, it was still immensely powerful, as Max soon discovered when it shattered the branch with its head with ease.

The distractions Max and the Rookie provided allowed Grant to secure Alice in the passenger side of the Chief's Warthog before he went to man the machine gun on Winnfield's, Ven riding shotgun on that vehicle. Vel took up the turret on the Chief's while Chewy sat between Alice and John to make sure that the Spartan-IV was secure. The 'Hogs roared off into the forest as Max continued to provide cover fire, but hopped on the Mongoose when the Rookie made a pass and followed their comrades, and the T-Rexes came in hot pursuit.

John brought Six back up on the squad channel, "Six, we're being pursued by the local fauna and we could use some aerial support, over."

The Spartan-III's response was drowned out by the sound of Vel unloading his turret in the direction of the predators, Grant adding his own to the crossfire. Although the high-velocity rounds could tear into most armored and unarmored targets, the uneven terrain bounced the vehicles around and made most of their shots go wide.

The Mongoose was struggling to keep up with the other vehicles, and Max and the Rookie kept falling further and further behind and closer to the snapping jaws. The Rookie hit a root outcropping and nearly jostled Max off, "Hey! Keep 'er steady, Rook, or the UNSC's gonna be short two Vanguards!"

As he said this he took aim on the gaining female. But she'd learned earlier what the bright red light meant, and moved to the side just as the beam cut through the place she had been.

"Son of a _bitch_!" Max spat in frustration. He only had one charge left and couldn't reload without taking his hand off the Mongoose, which would not be the healthiest option at the moment if he attempted it.

The roar of approaching jet engines could be heard over the gunfire and the T-Rexes' own bellows, but soon grew more distant. The voice of Six crackled over their comms, "The canopy's too thick, not gonna be able to get a clear shot. There's an open plain 200 meters ahead of your position."

The Chief could see the emerald patches of wild grass that marked the edge of the forest too, and forced his 'Hog to go even faster than what was probably safe. He broke through first, followed closely by Winnfield's group and Max and the Rookie. Six appeared over the trees and made a hard turn while descending so that he hovered above his team and facing where they'd emerged, turrets already rotating. For some unknown reason, the female stopped before the border of the two ecosystems, but blinded by the animalistic urge to kill his prey, the male charged out in the open. Right where the Vanguards wanted him to be.

Four turrets unleashed their fury on him at once. Blood sprayed and splashed in giant fountains, turning the grass crimson with the male's blood, which was bellowing with pain. Max added the last charge of his Laser to his allies' and the already mortally wounded animal exploded, sending charred bits of meat and blood everywhere. Only the legs and skull remained to tell that the heap of organic rubble that now lay in front of them had once been one of the largest predators that ever roamed Earth and now this world.

Six was about to target the female next, but the surprisingly shrewd Tyrannosaur lumbered away into the forest before the bullets escaped their barrels. The group sat there for a few minutes while their brains tried to wrap around what happened.

"So," Winnfield started, "We've been shot out of Slipspace, then attacked by walking fossils. Does this mean I can climb on Vel's back and we'll fly off into the sunset with rainbows shooting out his ass?"

No one laughed at the joke.

* * *

><p>After the incident with the T-Rexes, Chief decided that the squad stick to the plains so that if something wanted to take a shot at a quick meal, they could get a clear shot. The experience still rattled some of them like Alice and Grant, who were still trying to cope with the fact that dinosaurs were still roaming this planet.<p>

Six continued his scouting mission as the convoy of vehicles followed him from the ground, passing herds of massive Diplodocus and many other species of herbivorous giants as they went. After about five minutes Six reported he'd seen the prow of a ship with distinct UNSC markings sticking out of the forest of ferns about two miles away.

"Do you see a name on her hull?" John asked.

"Affirmative, but it's been worn off by the elements here. It seems like one of the old _Phoenix_-class colony ships that was repurposed for combat. This is what we're looking for, Chief, it's broadcasting proper UNSC distress calls."

"Copy that, Six, we're on our way."

Ventum shifted in her seat to get into a reclined position before closing her eyes, "Wake me up when we get there, will you?"

Grant prodded her from the turret and said, "Take this seriously, Ven; we're in the field, not takin' a day at the spa."

They traded remarks the whole two miles it took to get within sight of the stranded ship. Finally Alice put her helmet on and growled over the squad channel, "Will you two stop your flirting, you're givin' me a headache."

"What?!" The Elite and Spartan exclaimed at the same time, and Max and Winnfield could be heard chuckling. Even Master Chief cracked a smile behind his visor; banter was a good way for the squad to relate to each other while also relieving some stress at the same time. Six had set down near a cargo bay door and was waiting for them with his M319 Grenade Launcher in his hands and helped Alice out of the Warthog as the others piled out.

Winnfield stepped up and rubbed the part of his helmet that resembled a chin as he studied the door to find a way to open it. He ran an armored finger along the seam, knocked on a few spots and listened to the sound while the other Vanguards waited somewhat patiently. He wasn't exactly the tech expert, but no one else wanted to pretend they were. But when it looked like the Spartan-IV was going to take all day to find out how to open it, Max waited for him to start inspecting the far side of the door before bringing up his Spartan Laser.

Chief noticed what his fellow soldier was going to do but moved too late to stop him as the beam of energy blew a massive hole in the doors. Winnfield saw the targeting laser and had dove out of the way in time, seconds away from looking like the male Tyrannosaur they'd left back at the plains.

"Are you outta your goddamn mind?!" Grant yelled at the much larger Spartan. Max just shrugged and stated, "Maybe. But we got ourselves an opening, now don't we?"

John took his Assault Rifle from the magnetic clip and flicked the flashlight on while saying, "Next time, Max, make sure your squadmate's clear before firing."

Winnfield got up to his feet shakily with the help of Chewie and the squad entered single-file with Chief on point, with Vel and Ven following right behind him with their hands on their swords. Chewie and Six brought up the rear, and Max trained his SAW around the spacious cargo area, his HUD set for thermal imaging so he would be able to pick out anything lying in ambush. Except for the fine layer of dust covering most of the surfaces, the interior of the ship was relatively undisturbed.

Still, the eerie silence made Vel nervous. He had been taught at the Academy that when it was the moment was quiet to be the most alert, and shivered from both anxiousness and excitement. Ven noticed this, grinned at the other Sangheili, and asked in a teasing voice "Aw, is the big bad Ascetic scared of a few wittle shadows?"

"Silence!" Was the response, "I am not frightened, merely alert, which you should be, female, not using Human mannerisms to toy with me; a proper Sangheili woman is respectful and heeds the words of a warrior. No swordsman would ever choose you as a mate for fear of public dishonor due to your insubordinate behavior."

She pointed at the Sergeant's bars riveted into her armor as they left the cargo hold, "Alright Mr. Raincloud, 'cept I was one of the few women to join the Covenant military and then the UNSC, of which I'm a decorated soldier. So yeah, I'm not what you call 'proper', but I'd rather be a soldier than-"

Ventum was cut off by the Rookie, who just shouldered himself between the two. Although he didn't say anything, the message was clear, so Vel and Ven looked away from each other in frustration.

After a tense half-hour of walking they found the Cryo-chamber, lined with the boxy grey Cryo-tubes that - hopefully - contained the sleeping crew members. John wiped the dust away from the nameplate of the Cryo-tube closest to him, revealing; **PVT PAPADAKIS**.

"_Captain, wake up. Something has happened."_

The Vanguards snapped their weapons up when the electronic and English-accented female voice echoed through the halls, searching for the source. It was then that the Cryo-tubes began the waking cycle for their Human occupants, and the first person to emerge was a man in his sixties with a thick grey moustache. He stood for a second, then collapsed and began regurtitating bronchial surfactant, the clear liquid that provided nutrients for a human during deep sleep, and the crew began to follow the same process.

When the man had gotten his bearings he looked up at the towering figure of Master Chief standing over him, who asked, "Are you the captain of this vessel?"

He nodded and got to his feet as the squad of super-soldiers saluted and replied, "Captain James Cutter of the UNSC _Spirit of Fire_."

* * *

><p><strong>So, I got a flame review on this story by an anynomous reviewer. So, I'd like to say to that reviewer that I will not stoop to your level; I put these stories out there for people to enjoy, and I put a lot of thought and hard work into them. So, I'm going to review your review; first, you were cursing excessivly, and people who aren't smart enough to make an intelligent response load their speech with filthy language. Second, I've had hundreds of people praise my writing style and detailed descriptions of objects and characters, so the positive reviews far outweigh the negatives. And third, saying I was 'drunk when I wrote this' and 'An 8 year old can do better', it's people like you who make these comments online and drive people to suicide because of the anguish they feel from receiving these comments. Here's something an 8 year old knows better than you, 'if you can't say anything nice...'<strong>

**DON'T SAY ANYTHING AT ALL**


	5. Author's Note

Hey guys, sorry I haven't been updating for a while, but I've been moving around and been pretty stressed, not to mention the giant writer's block that lasted for 4 months, but I'll be continuing this and other fics soon.


End file.
